SOS                ONE THOUSAND  FAMOUS  THINGS
Outward Bound
THERE'S a waterfall I'm leaving
Running down the rocks in foam,
There's a pool for which I'm grieving
Near the water-ouzel's home.
And it's there that I'd be lying
With the heather close at hand,
And the curlews faintly crying
Mid the wastes of Cumberland.
Though the high gods smite and slay us.
Though we come not whence we go,
As the host of Menelaus
Came there many years ago ;
Yet the selfsame wind shall bear us
From the same departing place
Out across the Gulf of Saros
And the peaks of Samothrace.
We shall pass in summer weather,
We shall come at eventide,
When the fells stand up together
And all quiet things abide ;
Mixed with cloud and wind and river.
Sun-distilled in dew and rain,
One with Cumberland for ever
We shall go not forth again.
Nowell Oxland
And Wave Beyond the Stars That All is Well
TQ ECAUSE of you we will be glad and gay,
JD Remembering you we will be brave and strong |
And hail the advent of each dangerous day,
And meet the dark adventure with a song.
And, as you proudly gain your jewelled gift.
Well give our lesser offering with a smile,
Nor falter on the path where, all too swift,
You led the way and leapt the golden stile.
Whether new paths, new heights to climb, you finds
Or gallop through the unfooted asphodel,
We know you know we shall not lag behind,
Nor halt to waste a moment on a fear ;
And you will speed us onward with a cheer,
And wave beyond the stars that all is well.
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